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P O EM S, 

O D E 

TO THE CUCKOO, 



T TAIL, beauteous Stranger of the grove t 

Thou Meffenget of Spring ! 
JTow Heaven repairs thy raral feat, 
Aud woods thy welcome fing^ 

What time the daily dieiSks the gteen,. 

Thy cettain voice we hear ; 
Waft thou a ftar to guide thy path, 

Or mark the rolling year ? 

a PeUghtful 
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Delightful Vifitant! with thee 

I hail the time of flowers. 
And hear the found of mufic fweet 

From birds among the bowers* 

The fchool-boy, wandering thro' the wood 

To pull the primrofe gay, 
Starts, the new voice of Spring to hear. 

And imitates thy lay. 

What time the pea puts on the blooin 

Thou flieft thy vocal vale. 
An annual guefl: in other lands, 

Another Spring to hail 

Sweet Bird ! thy bower is ever green. 

Thy Iky is ever clear; 
Thou haft no forrow in thy fong. 

No winter in thy year ! 

O could 
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Q Goold I fly, I'd fly with thee ! 

We'd make, \rith joyful vring. 
Our annual viiit o'er the globe. 

Companions pf the Spring. 



Ba 
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o N a 

THE BRAES OF YARROW. 



♦* T^H Y braes were bonny. Yarrow ftream I 
. ** When firft oq them I met my lover j 
^ Thy braes how dreary. Yarrow ftream ! 

** When now thy waves his body cover { 
** For ever now, O Yarraw ftream I 

** Thou airt to me a ftream of forrow ; 
^ For never on thy banks fliaU I 

** Behold ipy love, the flower pf Yarrow, 

*^ He promifed roe a railk-white fteed, 
** To bear nie to his father's bowers ; 

** He promifed me a little page, 

<* To Tquire me to his father*s towers ; 
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^^ He pfromifed me a wedding-ring^T- 
** The we<k[ing.day was fix'd to-morrow j—* 

** Now he 18 wiedded to his gi'ave, 
** Alas, his watdry grave, in Yarrow I 

*' Sweet were his wofds when ia(t we inet j 

** My paffion I as freely told him ! 
^' GhfpM in his arms, I little thought 

** That I fhotild never more behold him! 
'^^ Scarce was he goi^^ I fa^ his ghoft ; 

" It vanifh'd with a fhriek of forrowj 
•' Thrice did the water-wratth afcend, 

** And gave a doleful groan thro' Yarrow* 

. *^ ttis mother from the window lodkM, 
<* With all the longing of a mother j 
« His little fiftcr weeping walked 
. ^ The green-wood path to meet her brother: 
B 3 !• They 



6 POEMS. 

** Hiey fought him eaft, they fought him weft» 
** Thej fought him all the £areft thorough | 

^ They only faw the cbud of night, 
*' They only heard the roar of Yaltow ! 



*' No Ibnger from thy window look, 

*' Thou haft no fon, thou tender mother i 
*' No longer walk, thou lovely maid ! 

•* Alas, thou haft no more a brother ! 
*' No longer feek him eaft or weft, 

*' And fearch no liiore the foreft thorough j 
" For, wandering in the night fo dark, 

** lie fell a lifelefss corfe in Yarrow.^ 



** The tear (hall never leave lAy cheek, 
** No other youth (hall be my marrow ; 

<« rU feek thy body in the ftream, 

•f And then with thee I'll fleep in Yarrow."" 

4 The 



i* O E M S- 

iThc tear did never leave her cheek. 
No other youth became her marrow ; 

She found his body in the ftream. 
And now with him flie fleeps in Yarrow« 



B4 
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O ID E 

&tf THE DEATH OF A YOUNO tADf» 



np'HE peace of Heaven attend thy fliadci 
My early friend, my favourite maid ! 
When life was new, companions gay^ 
We baird the morning of our day. 

Ah, with what joy did t behold 
The flower of beauty fair unfold ! 
And fear*d no ftorm to blaft thy blooiii^ 
Or bring thee to an early tomb ! 

Untimely gone ! for ever fled 
The rofes of the cheek fo red } 
Th' afteciion warm, xbe temper mild, 
The fweetnefs that in forrow fmil'd. 

Alas! 
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Alas ! the chee^ where beaulty glow'd, 
The heart where g cxxJoefs overilow'd, 
A clod amid ih« valley tie$^ 
And ^ thift 10 dtift" the toourncr cri6s. 

O from thy fcmdced early tora. 
And to thy grave tiutioiely borne ! 
VattHh'd for ever from my view. 
Thou fiflier of my foui^ adieu I 

« 
Fair with my firil ideas iwia'd. 
Thine iB(V»ge oft wiil msei fikiy mt nd ; 
And, whik Rem^^iabranoe brings thee iaeaf^ 
AiFedion lad will drop a tear* 

How oft dpea Sarrx)w beaa4 the head^ 
Before we dweil among the iiead ! 
Scarce ia die years of manly prime^ 
Tve often wept the wieoks of time. 

What 
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What tragic tears bedew the eye ! 
What deaths we fufFer ere we die ! 
Our broken friistidihips we deplore. 
And loves of youth that are no more ! 

No after-friendfhip e'er can raife 
Th* endearments of our early days ; 
And ne'er the heart fuch fondnefs proves 
As when it firft began to love. 

ASedion dies, a vernal flower ^ 
And Love, the bloflbm of an hour ; 
The fpring of Fancy cares controxil^ 
And mar the beauty of the fouL 

Vcrfed in the commerce of deceit^ 
ttow foon the heart forgets to beat ! 
The bloo4 rims cold at Int'reft's call: — 
They loek with equal eyes on alL 



Then 
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*rheii lovely Nature is expeird. 

And Frieiidlhip is romantic held ; 

Then Prudence comes with hundred eyes :^-^ 

the Veiljs rent: the Vifion flies^ 

the dear Illufibns will not lafl ; 
The aera of Enchantment's paft ; 
The wild Romance of Life is done; 
the real Hiftory is begun. 

the Ssillies of the Soul are o*er, 
The Feaft of Fancy is no more j 
And ill the banquet is fupply'd 
By form, by gravity, by pride* 

Ye Gods !. whatever ye withhold, 
Let my iflFedions ne'er grow old j 
Ne'er may th(d human glow depart. 
Nor Nature yidd to frigid Art I 

Still 
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Still may the gaierous bofom buni^ 
Tho' doom'd to bleed o^er Beauty^a um) 
A»d ftiU the frkadly face appe^r^ 
Tfae'nmften'd with a tender ^arl 
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O D ^ 

TO WOMEN, 



-ta 



"XT^E Virgins ! fond to be admir'd, 

With mighty rage of conquelt fiir*d^ 
And uni^rfal fway j 
Who heave th^ uncoverM bofom high,^ 
And roll a fond, inviting eye. 
On all the circle gay 1 

Tou mifs the fine and fecret art 
To win the caftle of the heart, 

For which you all contend ; 
The coxcomb tribe may crowd your train, 
Jiut yoji will never, never gain 

^ lover, or a friend. 



If 
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If this your paffion, this your praifc^ 
To fhine, to dazzle, and to blaze. 

You may be caJl'4 divine : 
Put not a youth beneath the (ky 
Will fay in fecret, with a figh, 

" O were that Maidei^ mine V*^ 

You marfhal, brilliant, from the Ij^ox, 
^^s, feathers, diamonds, caftled lockiii^ 

Your magazii^ of arms ; 
But 'tis the fweet fequefter*d wall^. 
The whifpering l^our, the tender talk. 

That gives your genuine charms., 

The nymph-like robe, the natural grace,^ 
The fmile, the native of the face, 

Refinement without art i 
The eye where pure affeftion beams. 
The tear from tendernefs that flreams. 

The accents of the heart ; 



The 



POEM S. IS, 

The trembling frame, the living cheek. 
Where, like the morning, bl^lh^s breal^ 

To crimfon o'er the bread ; 
The look where fentiment is feen. 
Fine palEons moving o'er the mien^ 

And all the foul expreft j 

Your beauties thefe: with thefe you (hinc» 
And reign on high by right divines; 

The fovereigns of the world ; 
Then to your court the nations flow ; 
The Mufe with flowers the path will ftrew. 

Where Venus' car is hurlM* 

From dazzling deluges of fnow. 
From Summer noon's meridian gloWa 

- We turn our aking eye. 
To Nature's robe of vernal green. 
To the blue curtain all ferene, 
pf an Autunmal iky. 

The 
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The favourite tree of Beauty's (^ecn^ 
Behold the Myrtk*s modeft green. 

The Virgin of the grove ! 
Soft from the circlet of her ftar,. 
The tender turtles draw the car 

Of Venus and of Love. 

The growing charm invites the eye 5 
See naorning gradual paint the Iky 

With purple and with gold ! 
See Spring approach with fweet delay ! 
See rofcbuds open to the ray, 

4lnd leaf by leaf infifold ! 

We love th* alluring line of grac^. 
That leads the eye a wanton chace. 

And lets the fancy rove ; 
The walk of Beauty ever bend^, 
And ftill begins, but never ends. 

The labyrinth of love. 



At 
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At times, to veil, is to reveal, 
And to difplay, is to conceal j 

Myfterious a^re, your laws ! 
The vifion's finer than the view ; 
Her kndfcape Nature never drew 

So, fair as Fancy draws, 

A beauty, carelefsly betray'd. 
Enamours more, than if difplay'^ 

All Woman's charms were given j 
And, o'er the bofom's veftal white. 
The gauze appears a robe of light. 

That veils, yet opens« Heaven<i^ 

See Virgin. Eve, with graces bland,, 
Frefli blooming from her Maker^s handj^, 

In orient beauty beam ! 
Fair on the river-margin laid. 
She knew not that her image made 

The angel in the ftream. 

C S^ll 
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Still ancient Eden blooms yo^r owq ; 
But artlefs Innocence alone 

Secures the heavenly poll ; 
For if, beneath an Angel's mien. 
The Serpent's tortuous train is feeix. 

Our Faradife is lo(t. 

O Nature, Nature, thine the charm ! 
Thy colours woo, thy features warn\. 

Thy accents w\n the heart ! 
Parifian paint of every kind. 
That ftains the body or the mind,^ 

Proclaims the Harlot's art. 

The naidnight Minflrel of the grove. 
Who ftill renews the hymn of love. 

And woos the wood to hear j 
Knows not the fweetpefs of his ftrain. 
Nor that, above ^he tuneful traiujj 

He charms the Lover's ean 

5 The 
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The Zone of Venus, beavenly-fine, 
Is Nature's handy-work divine. 

And not the web of Art ; 
And they who wear it never know 
To what enchanting charm they owe 

The empire of the heart. 



Ga. 
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OSSIAN's HYMN 

TO THE SUN. 



/^ THOU whofe beams the fea-girt earth array. 

King of the Sky, and Father of the Day t 
O Sun ! what fountain^ hid from human eyes. 
Supplies thy circle round the radiant ikies. 
For ever burning and for ever bright. 
With Heaven's pure fire, and everlafting light ? 
What awful beauty in thy face appears ! 
Immortal youth, beyond the power of years ! 

When gloomy Darknefs to thy reign refigns. 
And from the gates of Morn thy glory fliines, 
The confcious ftars are put to fudden flight. 
And all the planets hide their heads in night j • 

The 
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Hie Queen of Heaven forfakes th' ethereal plain, ' 
To fink inglorious in the Weftern Main. 
The clouds refulgent deck thy golden throne. 
High in the Heavens, immortal and alone ! 
Who call abide the brightnefs of thy face ? 
Or who attend thee in thy rapid race ? 
The mountain-oaks, like their own leaves, decay J 
Themfelves the mountains wear with age away ; 
The boundlefs main, that rolls from land to land, 
Leifen^at times, and leaves a wade of fand; 
The filver Moon, refulgent lamp bf night. 
Is loft in Heaven, and emptied of her light : 
But Thou for ever fhalt endure the fame. 
Thy light eternal, and unfpent thy flame. 

V 

When tempefts with their train impend on high. 
Darken the day, and load the labouring iky ; 
When Heaven*s wide convex glows with lightnings 

dire. 
An aether flaming, and all earth on fire ; 

C 3 When 
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When loud and long thedeep-mouth'd thunder rolk. 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles ; 
If from th^ opening clouds thy form appeals^ 
Her wonted eharm the fate of Nature wears ; 
Thy beauteous orb reftores departed day. 
Looks from the iky, aiid laughs the ftorm away^ 
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b E 

WklTTEiir l^ SiPRING* 



I^TO longer hoary Winter reigns. 

No longer binds the ftreams in chains^ 
Or heaps \^ith Inow the meads ; 
Array'il with robe of rainbow-dye. 
At laft the Spring appears oh high^ 
And, fmiling over earth and fky^ 
Her new creation leads* 



C4 The 
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The fnows confefs a wanner ray, 
Tlie ioofen'd ftreamlet loves to ftray^ 

And echo down the dafe ; 
The hills uplift their fummits greeny 
The vales more verdant fpread between^ 
The cuckoo in the wood unfeen 

Coos ceafelefs to the gale. 

The rainbow arching woos the eye 
With all the colours of the Iky, 

With all the pride of Spring ; 
Now Heaven defcends in, funny fhowers, 
^ The fudden fields put on the flowers. 
The green leaves wave upon the bowers. 

And birds begin to fmg. 



The 
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The cattle wander in the wood. 
And find the wonted verdant foodi 

Befide the well-known rills j 
Blithe in the fun the fhq^l^erd fwaia 
Like Pan attunes the paft'ral ftrain^ 
While many echoes fend agaia 

The mufic of the bills* 



At eve, the primrofe path aIong> 
The milkmaid (hortens with a fong 

Her folitary way ; 
She fees the Fairies, with their Qu^en^ 
Trip hand-in*hand the circled green. 
And hears them raife at times, unfeen^ 

The ear-inchanting lay. 

Maria^ 
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Maria, coihe ! Iff 6^ let us rbve^ 
Kow gslther garlands in the grovej 

Of every new-fprung flower ; 
We'll hear the warblings of the wood^ 
We'll trace the windings of the flood ; 
O come ThoU) fairer than the bud 

Unfolding in a fhower i 



Fair as the lily of the vale, 
^at gives its bofom to the gate 

And opens in fhe Sun ; 
And Iweeter than thy favourite dovig 
The Venus of the vernal grove. 
Announcing to the choirs of lovo 

Their time of blifs beguni 



Now, 
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« 

N6W<^ no#j thy Spring of Life ajppears j 
Fair, in the momiflg of tiiy years, 

And May of Beauty crownM : 
Now vernal vifions meet thine eyes^ 
Poetic dreams to fancy rife, 
Antl brighter days in better ikies j-^ 

Elyfium bl<k)ms around; 

tfow, nov^^s the morning of thy dsiy j 
But, ah ! the morning flies away^ 

And youth is on the wing j 
^Tis Nature's voice, " O pull the rofe, 
•* Nt)w while the bud in beauty blows^ 
** Now while the opening leaves difclofd 

*' The incenfis of the Spring !** 

What 
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What youth, high-favour'd of the ikies^ 
What youth (hall win the brightefl prize 

That Nature has in ftore ? 
Whofe confcious eyes (hall meet with thine } 
Whofe arms thy yielding wafte entwine i 
Who, ravifh'd with thy charms divine^ 

kequires of Heaven no more 1 

Not happier the Primaeval Pair^ 
When new-made earth, fupremely fair^ 

Smiled on her virgin Spring $ 
Wiien all was fair to God's owii eye. 
When ftars confenting fung on high^ 
And all Heaven's Chorus made the iky 

With Hallellujahs ring. 

Devoted 
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Devoted to the Mufes* choir, 
I tune the Caledonian lyre 

To themes of high renown ;— ^ 
No other theme than You I'll chufe< 
Than You invoke no other Mufe ; 
*9Tor will that gentle hand refufe 

Thy Bard with bays to <;rown« 



J 



Where hills by ftoried dreams afcend^ 
My dreams and waking wifhes tend 

Poetic eafe to woo ; 
Where Fairy fingers curl the grove, 
Where Grecian Spirits round me rove, 
^one Inamour'd with the love 

Of Nature and of You I 
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S O N Q. 



rr^HE day is departed, anA round from tIic>cIou<(: 

The Moon in her; beauty appears ; 
The voice of the ^ightin^alie wjajbles aiou4; 

The mufic of love in our ear^ ;. 
Maria, appear ! now the feafon fa fweet 

With the beat of the heart is in tune ; 
Tiphe time is fo tender for lovers to meet 

Alone by the light of the Moon^ 

I 

I cannot when prefent; uiifpld vhat I fcek 

I figh Can a lover do more ? 

|Ier name to the fhepherds I never reveal^ 

Tet I thin^^ of her all the day o'er. 

Maria^ 



Ji 
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Maria, my love ! Do you long for the grove ?c 

Do you figh for an interview foon ? 
Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 

Alone by the light of the Mopn? 

Your name fropi the fliepherds whenever I Ijcar 

My bofom is all in a glow j ' . 

Your voice when it vibrates fo fweet thro' mine ear^ 

My heart thrills — my eyes overflow. 
Ye Powers of the Sky, will your bounty divine 

Iijdulge a fond lover his boon ? 
ghall heart fpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 

^Ifjne by tha light of the Moon I 
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O D .E 

TO SLEEP. 



TN vain I court till dawning light 

The coy Divinity of night } 
Redlefs from fide to fide I turn, 
Arife, ye x»ufings. of the Morn ! 

Oh, Sleep ! tho' banifh'd from thofe eyes. 
In vifipns fair to Delia rife ; 
And o'er a dearer form difFufe 
Thy healing balm thy lenieni dews,. 

Bleft be her night as infants reft, 
Luird on the fond maternal^breaft,^ 
Who fweetly-playful fmiles in fleep,. 
Nor knows that he is born to weep^ 

6 Remove 
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kemove the terrors of the night. 
The phantom-forms.of wild affright, 
The fhrieks from ptedpice or flbod. 
And flarting fcene that fwims with blood* 

Lead her aloft to blooming bowets. 
And beds of amaranthine floweis. 
And golden (kies, and glittering ftreams, 
That paint the paradife of dreams. 

Venus ! prefent a lover near, 
And gently whifper in her eaf 
His woes, who, lonely and forlorn. 
Counts the flow clock from night till morn. 

Ah ! let no portion of my pain. 
Save jufl:,a tender trace, remain j 
Afleep confenting to be kind. 
And wake with Daphnis in her mind. 

D 
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O D E 

TO A YOUNG LADY. 

Tk ^ ARIA bright with beauty's gk)w^ 
la confcious gaiety you go 

The pride of all the Park: 
AttraGed groupes in filence gaze. 
And foft behind you hear the praife 

And whifper of the fpark. 

In Fancy's airy chariot whirl'd, 
You make the circle of the world, 

And dance a dizzy round; 
The maids and kindling youths behold 
You triumph o*er the envious Old, 

The <^een of Beauty crown'd. 

Where'er 
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Where'er the beams of Fortune blaze^ 
Or Fa(h!on*s whifpering zephyr, plays. 

The iafedt tribe attends ^ 
Gay.glitteringthro' a Summef^s day. 
The filfcen myriads melt away 

Before a Sun defcendsi 

Divorced from elegant delight, 
The vulgar Venus holds her night 

An alien to the (kies j 
Her bofom breathes no finer fire, 
No radiance of divine defire 

Illumes refponfive eyes. 

Gods ! (hall a fordid fon of earth 
Enfold a form of heavenly birth, 

And ravifli joys divine ? 
An angel blefs unconfcious arms ? 
The circle of furrendered charms* 

Unhallowed hands entwine ? 

D 2 The 
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The abfent day ; the broken dream i 
The Tifion wild ; the fuddea fcream ; 

Tears that unbidden flow !-— — 
Ah ! let no fenfe of griefs profound 
That beauteous bofoih ever wound 

With unavailing woe ! 

'the wild enchanter Youth beguiles, 
And Fancy's fairy landfcape fmiles . 

With more than Nature's bloom j 
The fpring of Eden paints your bowers, 
Unfetting funs your protiiifed hours 

With golden light illume* 

A hand advancing (Irikes the bell ! 
That found difTolves the magic fpell^ 

And all the charm is gone ! 
The vifionary landfcape flies : 
At once th' aerial mufic dies 5 

In wild you walk alone ! 

Howe'er 
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Jiowe'er the wind of Fortune blows, 
Or fadly-fevering Fate difpofe 

Our everlafting doom ; 
Impreffions never felt before. 
And tranfports to return no more, 

Will haunt me to the tomb ! 

My God ! the pangs of nature part, 
Will e'er a kind remembrance laft 

Of pleafures fadly fweet ? 
Caft Love aCunie a calmer name ? 
My eyes with Friendftip's angel-flame 

An Angel's beauty meet ? 

Ah I fliould that firft of finer forms 
Require, thro' life's impending ftorms, 

A fympathy of foul ; 
The loved Maria of the mind 
Will fend me, on the wings of wind. 

To Indus or the Pole. 

1> 3 
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ODE 



TO A MAN OF LETTERS. 



T O, Winter's hoar dominion paft ! 
Arrefted in his Eaftern blaft 

The fiend of Nature flies ; 
Breathing the Spring the zephyrs play^ 
And re-inthron'd the Lord of Day 

Refumes the golden (kies. 

Attendant on the genial hours, 
The voluntary fhades and flowers ' 

For rural lovers fpring ; 
Wild choirs unfeen in concert join, 
And round Apollo's ruflic Ihrine 

The fylvan Mufes fing. 



The 
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The fineft vernal bloom that blows^ 
The fweetefl voice the forctt knows^ 

Arife to vanifti focMi ; 
The Rofe uirfoMs her robe of fight. 
And PhitomcFa gives her night 

To Richmond and to June. 

With bounded ray, arid tranfient grace,^ 
Thus, Varro, holds the human race 

Their place and hour affign'd^ 
Loud let the venal trumpet found, 
Refponfive never will rebound 

The echo of mankind. 



Yon forms divine that deck the^^herea,. 
The radiant rulers of the year, 

Confefs a nobler hand ; 
Thron'd in the majefty of Morn,, 
behold the King of Day adorn 

Xhe MtSj the fea, the land,^ 

D 4 Nof 
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Nor did th' Almigbty raife the Iky^ 
Nor hang th' eternal hmps on high 

On one abode to fhine ; 
The circle of a thouiand Suns 
Extends, while Nature's period r^nsr 

The theatre divine. 

Thus fome, whom fmiling nature hails^ 
To facred fprings, and chofen vales, 

And ftrcams of old renown ; 
By noble toils and worthy fears. 
Shall win their manfion 'mid the ftars,^ 

And wear th' immortal crown. 

Bright in the firmament of Fame 
The lights of antieftt ages flame 

With never-fetting ray. 
On worlds unfound from hiftory torn. 
O'er ages deep in time unborn. 

To pour the humai\ day- 



Won 
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Won from negleded waftes of time, 
Apollo hfuls his faircft clime^ 

The provinces of mind ; 
An Egyp^ *, with eternal touers, 
See Montefquieu redeem the hours, 
.From Lewis, to n^ankind. 

No tame remif&on genius knows ; 
No interval of dark repofe. 

To quench the ethereal flame ; 
From Thebes to Troy the viftor hies,^ 
And Homer with his hero vies 

In varied p^ths to fame. 

The orb which ruled thy natal night 
And ufher'd in a greater light 

Than fets the pole on fire, 
With undiminiih'd luftre crown'd, 
IJnwearied walks th* eternal round. 

Amid the heavenly quire. 

f The fined provinces of Egypt 9 gained from a ncgle£led waftc. 

Proud 
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Proud in triumphal chariot hurled. 
And crown'd the mafter of the world. 

Ah ! let not Philip^s fon, 
His foul in Syrian foftnefs dtown^d. 
His brows with Perfian garlands bouncf^. 

The race of pleafure run [ 

With crofling thoughts Alcides preft> 
The awful Goddefs thus addreft^ 

And pointing to the prize : . 
^^ Behold the wreath of glory fliine t 
" And mark the onward path divine 

'^ That opens to the fkies ! 

•* The heavenly fire niuft ever burn^ 
" The Hero's ftep muft never turn 

*' From yon fublime abodes ; 
•* Long muft thy life of labours prove 
^ At laft to die the fon of Jo.ve, 

^ And mingle with the Gods.'^ 
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k 

THE LOVER S, 

A POEM. 



[The Lovers, in the following Poem, were defcended 
of houfcs that had been long at variance. ^JThe Lady is firft 
introduced as leaving her father's houfe, and venturiag out 
in the darknefs of the night to meet with her Lover. They 
^neet at the appointed hour. The reft of the dialogue paiTes 
in the chariot.] 



HARRIET. 

'nr^IS midnight dark : 'tis filence deep. 

My father's houfe is hufli'd in fleep ; 
In dreams the Lover meets his bride. 
She fees her Lover at her fide ; 
The mourner's voice is now fuppreft, 
A while the weary are at reft : 
'Tis midnight dark ; 'tis filence deep ; 
J only wake, and wake to weep. 

The 
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The window's drawn, the ladder waits^ 
I fpy no watchman at the gates ; 
No tread re-ecchoes thro* the hall. 
No fhadow moves along the walL 
I am alone. Tis dreary night, 
O come, thou partner of my flight ! 
Shield me from darkAef$9 from alarms ;^ 
O take me trenibHng to thine arms ! 

The dog howls difmal in the heath,. 

The raven croaks the dirge of death y 

Ah me ! difafter 's in the found ! 

The terrors of the night are round ; 

A fad mifchance my fears forebode, 

The demon of th^ dark 's abroad. 

And lures, with appa.rition dire, ^ 

The night-flruck man thro' flood and fire^ 

The howlet fcreams ill-boding founds, 
The Spirit walks unholy rounds j 

7 . The 



J 
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1rhe Wizard's hour eclipfing rolls ; 
iThe (hades of Hell ufurp the poles ; 
The Moon retires j the Heaven departs^ 
From opening earth a fpeftre ftarts : 

My fpirit dies- Away my fears. 

My love, my life, my lord appears ! 

H E N R V. 

1 come, I come, my love ! my life ! 
And Nature's deareft name, my wife ! 
Long have I loved thee ; long have fought ; 
And dangers braved and battles fought ; 
In this embrace our evils end 5 
From this our better days afcend ) 
The year of fuflfering now is o'er^ 
At laft we meet to part no more ! 

My lovely bride ! my confort, come i 

The rapid chariot rolls thee home« 

HARRIET. 



46 POEMS. 

HARRIET. 

I fear to go I dare not ftay. 

Look back. ^I dare not look that way; 

Henry. 

No evil ever fhall betide 
My love, while I am at her fide. 
Lo ! thy proteftor and thy friend. 
The arms that fold thee will defend. 

H A R R I E t. 

Still beats my bofom with alarms : 
I tremble while Fm in thy arms ! 
What will impaffion'd lovers do ? 
What have I done — to follow you ? 
I leave a father torn with fears ; 
1 leave a mother bath*d in tears j 
A brother girding on his fwofd 
Againft my life, againft my lord. 



Now,. 
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Now, without father, mother, frien4. 
On thee my future days depend ; 
Wilt £t^\i^ for -ever true to love, , 
A father, mother, brother jyrove? 

O Henry! ^to thy arms I f*ll. 

My friend 1 my huiband! and my all! . 
Alas ! what hazards m^y I run ? 
4Shouldfi: thou forfake me — — Ji'm undoae. 

HENRY. 

My Harriet, diffipate thy fears, 
And let a hufband wipe thy tea:rs ^ 
For ever join'd our fates combine^ 
And I am yours, and you are mine. 
The fires the firmament that rend. 
On this devoted head defcend. 
If e*er in thought from thee I rove. 
Or love thee lefs than now I love ! 

Altho" 
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Altho* our fathers have been foes. 
From hatred ftronger, love arofe ; 
From adverfe briars that threatening ftood^ 
And threw a horror o'er the wood. 
Two lovely rofes met on high, 
Traiifplanted to a better (ky. 
And, grafted in one ftock^ they grow^ 
In union fpring, in beauty blow. 

HARRIET. 

My heart believes my love ; but ftill 
My boding mihd prefages ill l 
For lucklefs ever was our love^ 
Dark as the iky that hung above. 
While we embraced, we fliook with fears^ 
And with our kiffes mingled tears ; 
- We met with murmurs and with lighs^ 
And parted ftill with watery eyes. 



An 
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An unforefeen aixfl fatal hand 

Croj^'d all the mcafures Love had plannM; 

Intrudon marrM the tender hour, 

A demon ftarted in the bower } 

If, like the paft, the future run. 

And my d^rk day is but begun, 

What clouds may hang above my head I 

What tears may I have yet to fhed ? 

HENRY. 

O do not wound that gentle bread. 
Nor fink, with fancied ills oppreft j 
For foftnefs, fweetnefs, all, thou art. 
And love is virtue in thy heart. 
That bofom ne'er (hall heave again 
But to the poet^s tender drain ; 
And never more thefe eyes overflow 
But for a haplefs lover's woe. . 

*E Long 
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Long on the ocean tempeft-tx^ 
Atlaft we gain the happfcoaft; 
And iafe recoqnt ispan the fliofe 
Onr fuflferings paft and dai^ers o'er : 
Pad fcenes ; the woes we wept erewhile 
Will make onr fotnre minutes fmile : 
When fadden joy from forvow fprii^. 
How the heart thrills thro' all its ftringsl 

HARRIET. 

My father's caftle fprings to fight ; 
Te towers that gave me to the light ! 
O hills ! O vales ! where I have play'd ; 
Ye woods, that wrapt me in your (hade ^ 
O fcenes I*ve often wandered o'er ! 

fcenes I fhall behold no more ! 

1 take a long, laft, lingering view : 
Adieu ! my native land adieu ! 

O father. 
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O father, mother/ brather dear ! 
O names (till uttered teith a tear ! 
Upon vhofe knees Vve fat and finiled, 
Whofe griefs my blandiihments beguiled ; 
Whom I fbrfake in forrow^ pl4t 
Whom I fliall never mor« behold ! 
Farewell, my friends, a long ferewell, 
TiU time fhall toll the funeral knell ! 

HENRY, 

Thy fHends, thy father's hpufe refign ; 
My friend^, my houiie, my all is thine. 
Awake, ?rife, my wedded wife. 
To higher thoughts and happier life! 
For thee the marriage feaft is fpread, 
F©r thefe the virgins deck the bed ; 
The ftar of Venus (hines above. 
And all thy future life is lov^. 

E % They 



's^ p o £ M a 

They rife, the dear domeftic hours ! 
The May of Love unfolds her flowers } 
Youth, beauty, pleafure fpread the feaftj^ 
And friendship fits a conftant gueft ; 
In cheerful peace the morn afcendSj^ 
In wine and love the evening ends j j 
At diftance grandeur fheds a ray. 
To gild the evening of pur da** 



Connubial love has dearer nam^s,^ 
And fitter ties, and fweetcr claims. 
Than e'er unwedded hearts can feelj^ 
Than wedded hearts can e'er reveal i 
Pure, as the charities above. 
Rife the fweet fympathies of love 5 
And clofer cords than thofe of life 
Unite the hufband to the isvife. 



Liko 
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Like Cherubs new-coitie from the fkies^ 
Henrys and Harriets round us rife } 
And playing wanton in the hall. 
With accent fweet their paretlts call j 
To your fair images I run. 
You clafp tbaiiuiband in the fon; 
O how the niotber'^ heatt will boiwdl ^ 
O ham the father's, jpy be crownM! 



E3 
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T A L E. 



^"TTHERE paftoralTweed, renown'd iti fong. 
With rapid munnur flows ; 

I 

In Caledonia's daffic ground. 
The hall of Arthur rofe^ 



A braver Briton never arm'd 

To guard his native ifle ; 
A gentler friend did never inake 

The focial circle fmile. 

Twice he arofe, from rebel rage 

To fave the Britifh crown ; 
And in the field where lieroes flrove 

He won him high renown. 

Biit 
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But to the plowihare turned the fword^ 

When bloody ynr did ceafe ; 
And in the arbour which he rear'd. 

He railed the. fong of peace. 

An only daughter in his age 

Solaced a father's care ; 
And all the country bleft the name 

Of Emily the Fah^. 

The pidure of her. mother's youth, 

(Now fainted in the fljy) ; 
She was the angel of his age, 

And apple of his eye. 

Something unfeen o'er aU her form 

Did namelefs grace impart ; 
A fecret charm that won the way 

At once into the heart. 

E 4 Her 
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Her eye the pure etherial blue. 

Than that did £urer (how^ 
Whene'er (he watch*d a father's look^ 

Or wept a lorer'^ voe : #. 

For now the lover of her youth 

To Indian climes had roved, 
To conquer Fortune's cruel rage, 

And match the maid he loved. 

Her voice, the gciitle tome of lovl^ 

The heart a captive ftole ; 
The tender accent «f her tongue 

Went thrilling thm' the fouL 

The graces, that for Nattire fair 

Prefent us mimic Art j 
.The falfc refinements, that refine 

Away the human heart, 

8 • . She 
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She knew not ; iix tbe fimi^ tob^ 

Of elegaAce and eafe^ 
Coir^lete Qm ftone^ Knd e^^ pleaf(Qd^ 

Without the thought- to pkftfcu 

Inftrua th^ unplantcd forcft-crab 
To leave its getiius wild j - 

Subdue the monfter of the wood. 
And make the Savage mild : 

iBut who would give the-rofe a hue^ 

Which NattiTc has not given t 
But who wouM tame the mghtingale, 

Or bring^the lark from Hcaveti? 

The father, watchiiig o*er his child. 

The joy of fathers found ; 
And, bleft himfelf, he ftretch'd his hand 

To blefs the neighbour^ round. 

A Pa- 
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A Patriarch iix the vale of p&ice. 

To all he gave the law ; 
The good.h^ guarded in their rights^ 

And kept the bad in awe. 

Lord of his own paternal field. 
He liberal dealt his ftore ; 

And caird the ftranger to his fe^ft. 
The beggar to his doon 

But, ah ! what mortal knows the hour 
Of Fate ? A band unfeen : 

Upon the curtain ever refts. 
And fudden ftifts the fcwe* 

Arthur was furety for his friend^ 
Who fled to foreign climes, 

And left him to the gripe of law. 
The viftim of his crimes. 



The 
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The Sun, that, rifing, faw him Lord 

Of hill and valley round, 
fieheld him, at his fetting hour, 

Witho^t one foot of ground* 

Forth from the hall, no longbr his, 

tie is a pilgrim gone ; 
And vadks a ftranger o'er the fields 

He lately call'd his own. 

The Watt of Winter whittled loud 

And fhrill thro* the vdid hall j 
And heavy on his hoary locks 

The fhower of night did fiJL 

Clafp'd in his daughter's trembling haAd, 

He jouriiey'd fad and flow ; 
At times he ttopt to look behind, 

And tears began to flow. 

7 Wearied 
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Warned, aiKl jGuPt, and cold, ard ^t^ 

Toflielterbe4i4hic} 
« Beneath the co*m <rf thU rodk* 

« Myllwg^tef, tetw^icr 

At miAa%ht, ia the weaiy w^^ 

In forrow fat tjifi Pw; , 
She cbAir4 Im 9wetm$ Jian^ds, and MHiig 

The water frdiii his hair. 

Hie iigh i^ntaxieoals rofe, the tear 

Involuntary flo^'d j 
^o word of Comfort could file fpeak. 

Nor would flie w€q> aloud. 

'^ tot yonder hall my Others lived, 

" In yonder hall they di^d ; 
" Now in that cburcb-yard*^ aide they ikep, 

" Each by his fpoufe'« fide. 
. % . «« Oft 
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^^ Oft have I made yon l^aU refound 
'< With facial, fweet (kUght) 

^^ And marked not the momii]^ hour, 
'' That ftole upoa thenight 

^* When there the wanderers of Ihe dark, 
^* Repofing, ceafed to toam ; 

*^ And ftrangers, happy in th^ hall, 
" Did find themfelves at home ? 

^^ I little thought that, thu6 forlorn, < 

'' In deiertd I flioiikl bide, 
^' And have not vfhtte to lay thi heatj, 

" Amid the world fo wide P* 

A ftranger, wandering thro' the wood. 

Beheld the haplefs Pair ^ 
Long did he look in filence fad, ) 

Then ifariekM as in defpair. 



He 
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He tan, and lowly at the fieet 

Ofhis late Lord he feU; 
^^ Alas, my Mafier, have I lived 

" To bid your houfe Cvewell ! 

^^ But I will never bid adieu 

^* To him I prized fo high : 
^* As with my Mafter I have lived,^ 

^ rU with my Mafter die, 

^^ I faw the Summer-friend, who ibarod 

<^ The banquet in your hall, 
^^ Depart, nor caft one look behind 

^* On the forfaken wall. 

** I few the daily, nightly gueft 
" The changing fcene forfeke; 

^^ Nor drop a tear, npr turn his fteps . 
" The long farewell to take: 

« Then 
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^* Then te the fervice of my Lord 

" I vow'd a throbbing heart; 
>' And in the changes of yonrlife 

" To bear an humble part 

^f Forgive the fond, officious ?eal 

" Of one that loves his Lord ! 
♦' The new Poffeffor of your field 

'^ A fuppliant I implored. 

** I told the treachery of your friend, 

*' The (lory of your woe, 
'^ And foi^ht his favour, when I law 

** His tears begin to flow. 

^' I zfk'd the hamlet of the bill, 

" The lone, fequefter'd feat, 
^^ Your chofen haunt and favourite bower^ 

^* To be your laft retreat. 

" I of. 



$4 POEMS. 

^* I oflfer'd— what wa« all your own^-^ 

« The gold i had in ftorc ;. 
^^ Low at his feet I fell, and vrGpi 

" That I CQuld give no more. / 

^* Your gold is youf s," the generous youth 

*' With gentle accent faid ; 
♦' Your Mafter's be that little field, 

« And cheerful be his fhedi" 

** Now Heaven has heard my prayer ; Pve wiihM 

*' I could in part repay 
** The favours your extended hand 

** Beftow*(i from day to day, 

*' I yet may fee a garland green 

** Upon the hoary head ; 
•^ Yet fee my Matter bleft, before 

" I dwell among the dead V* 

In 
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ttt filence Arthirf lo^k'd to HeaTefllj 

And clafpM his IdtHn^s hand } 
The eyes of Emiljr ift tcafs 

Exprefs*d affediott btm* 

From opening Heaven the Moon appeai^*d j 

, Fair was the face of night ; 
Bright in their beauty {hone the ftars J 

The air was flowing light. 

,Arthuf refum'd the pilgrim's ftafFj 

They held their lonely way 
Dim thro* the foreft*s darkfome bourne, 

Till near the dawning day. 

Then a long line of ruddy light, 

That quiverM to and fro, 
RevealM their lone retreat, and clofed 

The pilgrimage of woe. 

F He 
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He enter'd, folemn» flow, and bAi 

The deftinM hermitage, ' 
A little and 1 lonely hut. 

To cover ha{Je& age; 

He clafp'd his daughter in his armsf. 

And kifs'd a falling tear ; 
" I have my all, ye gracious Powers i 

" I have my daughter here V 

A fober banquet to prepare, 

Emilia cheerful goes ; 
The faggot blazed, the window glanced. 

The heart of age arofe. 

" I would not be that guilty man, 

** With all his golden ftdre ; 
^ Nor change my lot with any wretch,^ 

^* That counts his thoufands o*er* 

" Now 
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^ Now hcrte at laft wc are at home^ 

*^ We can no loWer fell ; 
^^ Low in tlie cottage, peace can dwell, 

^^ As in the lordly hall. 

^^ The wants of Nature ztc but few j 

^^ Her banquet fooc^ is fpread : 
" The Tenant of the Vale of Tea!^ 

^^ Requires but daily bread* 

•* The food thstt grows in every field 

" Will life and health prolong j 
^^ And water froni tne fpring fuffice 

** To quetich the thirfty tongue* 

" But all the Indies, with their wealth, 

*^ And earth, and air, and feas, 
^* Will never quench the fickly thirft 

" And craving of Difeafe« 

Fa "My 
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'^ My humble garden to my hand 
^^ Contentment's feaft will yield | 

^< And, in the feaf(m» harveft white 
« Will load my little field. 

^' Like Nature's fimple children, here^ 
« With Nature's fclf well Kve, 

" And, of the little that is left, 
** Have fomething ftill to give. 

" The fad viciffitudes of life 
^^ Long have I learn'd to beat ; 

" But, oh ! my Daughter, thou art new 
^* To forrow and to care ! 

'^ How ihall that fine and flowery form, 

^' In filken folds confined, 
" That fcarcely faced the Summer's gale, 

" Endure the wintery wind ? 

" Ah! 
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•^ Ah ! hpw wilf thou fuftain a Iky 

" With angry tempeft red ? 
«' How wilt thou bear the bitter ftorm 

" That's hanging o'er thy head ? 

<« Whatever thy juftice dooms, O God! 

" I take with temper mild ; 
" But, oh ! repay it thoufand-fold 

« In bleffings on my Child !" 

" Weep not for me, thou Father fond !** 

The Virgin foft did fay ; 
'' Could I contribute to thy peace, 

<* O, Iwouldblefsfheday! 

*' The Parent, whp provides for all, 

" For us will now provide ; 
^* Tbefe hands have learn'd the g^yer arts 

** Of elegance and pride : 

F 3 '' What 
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^ WhaloDceamofedaTKaiithoDF, 

^ Shall now die daj cogagc ! 
^ And Vanity ftall fyreaA die board 

** OfPoYertyand Age. 

^ At eventide, how blithe well meet^ - 
^^ And, while the faggots blaze, 

^^ Recount the trifles of the time, 
^^ And dream of better days \ 

** FU read the tragic tales of old, 
** To foothe a Father's woes ; ^ 

^^ rU hy thfe pillow for thy head, 
** And fing thee to repofe." 

, The Father wept. ** Thy wond'rous hand, 
" Almighty, I adore ! 
^^ I had not known how bleft I was, 
^^ Had I not been fo poor ! 

'' Nqw 
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^* Now bleft be God for what is reft, 

" And Weft for what is given ! 
•* Thou art an angel^ O my Child ! 

" With thee J dwell in Heaven !" 

Then, in the garb of ancient times, 

They trod the paft'ral plain : 
But who defcribes a Summer's day, 

Or paints the Halcyon Main ? 

One day, a wanderer in the wood 

The lonely threlhold preft j 
*Twas then that Arthur's humble roof 

Had firft received a gueft; 

The Stranger told his tender tale: 

" I come from. foreign climes ; 
^' From countries red with Indian blood, 

^' And ftainy with Chriftian crimes. 

F 4 . ^* O may 
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^^ O may Britannia never hear 
^^ What thdfe &d eyes have ieen ! 

^^ May an eternal veil be drawn 
<< That world and this between \ 

♦* No frantic avarice fired my foul, 
" And Heaven my wiflies crown'd j 

<' For foon a fortune to my mind 
*^ With innocence I found, 

** From exile fad, returning homc» 

" I kifs'd the facred earth ; 
** And flew to find my native wooda 

" And walls that give me birth. 

*^ To church on Sunday fond I went, 

*' In, hopes to mark, un&en, 
^^ AH my old friends, affembled round 

^' The circle of the green^^ 

'' Alas^ 
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♦^ Alaa, the qhange that timQ bad wjkde ! 

^' My anpi^At friends w^re gone ; 
^* Anothifr raw jjoflfefe'd th^ waUs, 

" And I, was left alone! 

^^ A ftra.nger among flrangers, long 

^' I look-d from pew to pew ; 
^* But not the &ce of one old friend 

** Rofe imaged to my view. 

*^ The horrid plow bad rafed the green, 

" Where we have often play'd ; 
♦* The axe had fell'd the hawthorn tree, 

** The fchool-boy*3 fummer fliade. 

^* One Maid, the Beauty of the Vale, • 

" To whom I vow'd my care, 
*^ And gave my heart, had fled away, 

*' And none could tell me where. 

« My 
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*^ My cares aiid toils in foreign climot 

** Were for that peerlefs Maid ) 
^< She rofe in beauty by my fide : 

^* My toils were all repaid. 

^^ By Indian ftreams I lat alone, 

•* While on my native ifle, 
^^ And on my ancient friends, I thought,, 

" And wept the weary whiles 

**^ *Twas (he that cbeer'd my captive hours^^ 

*^ She came in evejy dreaoi> 
*^ As, fmiling, on the rear of n^ht,, 

<^ Appears the morning beam^ 

** Ih queft of her 1 wander, wild, 
•• O'er mountain, ftream, and plain j 

« And, if I find her not, I fly 
^* To Indian climes again." 

The 
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The Father thus ^egan : ^' My fon, 
" Moum not thy wretched fete } 

^^ For He that rules in Heaven decrees 
^^ This life a n^xed ftate. 

«* The ftream that carries us along, 
" Flows thro' the Vale of Tears j 

^* Yet, on the d^rknefs of our da^y, 
" The bow of Heaven ai^)ears« 

** The Rofe of Sharon, king of flowers, 
^^ Is fenced with prickles round ; 

*' Queen of the Vale, the Jily feir 
^^ Among the thorns is founds 

*^ E*en while we raife the fong, we figh 

" The melancholy while ; 
^^ And, down the fece of mortal man, 

^^ The tear fucceeds the fmile. 

«^ Nought 
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" Nought pure or peifed here is foun4 ) 
^' But, when this night is o'er^ 

'' Th' eternal mom will fpring on high, 
<* And we fhall weep no more* 

♦* Beyond the dim horizon far, 
*' That bounds the mortal eye, 

" A better country blooms to view, , 
^' Beneath a brighter fty." — 

Unfeen the trembfing Virgin heard 

The Stranger's tale of woe ; 
Then enter'd, as an angel bright, 

In beauty's bigbeft glow* 

The ftranger rofe, he look'd, he gazed. 

He flood a ftatue pale ; 
His heart did throb, his cheek did change. 

His faultering voice did feil. 



At 



3P O E M S* 77 

At laft^ « My Emily herfelf 

" Alive in all her charms !" 
The father kneel'd j the lovers ru(h*d ^ 

To one anothei^s arms. 

In fpeechlefs ecftafy entranced 

Long while they did remain ; 
They glow'd, they trembled, and they fobbM^ 

They wepf and wept again. 

« 

The father lifted up his hands. 

To blefs the happy pair ; 
Heaven fmiled on Edward the beloved, 

And Emily the fair. 
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M O N I M I A. 

AN (i D E* 



I'N weeds of foirow wildly *dight. 
Alone beneath the gloom of nighty 

Monimia went to mourn ; 
She left a mother's fond alarms ; 
She left a father^s folding arms ) 

Ah ! never to return ! 

The bell had ftruck the midnight houf, 
Difaftrous planets now had power^ 

And evil fpirits reign'd ; 
Tl](e lone owl, from the cloiftered ifle. 
O'er falling fragments of the pile. 

Ill-boding prophet plain'd^ 

I While 
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While dovifti her devious footfteps ftray. 
She tore the wiUoWs by the way^ 

And gazed upon the wave ; 
Then railing wild to Heaven her eyes. 
With fobs, and broken accent, cries^ 

" rU meet thee in the grave*" 

Bright o'er the border o( the ftreatti^ 
Illumined by a tranlient l)eam. 

She knew the wonted grove ; 
Her lover's hand tfad deck'd it fine^ 
And rofes mixM with myrtles twine^ 

To form the bower of loV<*, , 

The tuneful Philomela rofe. 

And fweetiy-ihourtiful fiing her woes^ 

Enamour'd of the tree ; 
Touched with the melody of woe^ 
More tender tears began to flow- 

" She mourns her mate like xtte,*' 

" I loved 



86 P O E M St 

" I loved my lover from a child, 
" And fweet the youthful cherub fmiled, 

" And wanton^'d o^cr the green j 
" He trainM my Nightingale to fing, 
^' He fpoil^d the gardens of the Springs 
" To crown me rural Queen* 

" My brother died before his day ; 

" Sad, thro* the church-yard's dreary way^ 

" We wont to walk* at eve> 
*' And beading o*er th' untimely urn, 
'^ Long at the monument to mourn^ 

** And look upon his- grave. 

" Like forms £unere?il while we ftand, 
'^ In tender mood he held my hand, 

^' And laid his cheek to mine } 
'^ My bofom beat unknown alarms, 
** We wept in one another's arms, 

^' And mingled tears divine* 

2 " From 
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** From fw^et coropaffion love arofe, 
" Our hearts were wedded by our woes, 

" And paired upon the tomb j 
" Attefting all the Powers above, 
" A fond ronjance of fancied love 

" We vowed our days to corner 

" A wealthy Lord from Indian Ikies, 
" lUuftrious in my parent's eyes, 

" Implored a mutual mind j 
** Sad to my chamber I withdrew, 
" But Harry's footfteps never flew 

" The wonted fcene to find. 

' " Three nights in dire fufpenfe I fat 
" ,Alone ; the fourth convcy'd my fate, 

" Sent from a foreign (hore ;^ 
" Go, where thy wandering wiflies tend, 
" Go, and embrace thy father's friend, 

" You never fee me more !**— 

G Deffiair! 
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^ DeTpair! diftradion! lobey'd 
^^ And one diforder'd moment made 

** An ever-wretched wife ; 
" Ah! in the circuit of one Smi, 
^ Heaven ! I was wedded and undone, 

^ And defolate for life j 

^f Apart my wedding robes I tore, 
^* And guarded tears now gufhing o^er 

« Diftain'd the bridal bed: 
♦* Wild I invoked the funeral yell, 
^ And fought devoted. now to dwell 

** For ever with the dead. 

^* My Lord to Indian climates went, 
** A letter from my Lover fent 

** Renewed eternal woes ; — 
** Before my Love my laft words greet, 
** Wrapt in the weary winding-fheet, 

*^ I in theduft repofe! 

" Perhaps 
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** Perhaps your parents have deceived, 
** Perhaps too raflily I believed 

" A tale of treacherous art ; 
*^ Monimia ! could you now behold 
*' The yoiith you loved in forrows old, 

" Oh ! it would break thy heart ! 

" Now in the grave for ever laid, 
" A conftant folitary Ihade, 

" Thy Harry hangs o'er thee! 
" For you I fled my native Iky j 
" Loaded with life for you, I die j 

*' My love, remember me !" 

" Of all the promifes of youth, 

" The tears of tendernds and truth, 

" The throbs that lovers fend ; 
" The vows in one another's arms, 
" The fecret fympathy of charms j 

« My God! is this the end T 

G 2 She 
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She faid, and rufliing from the bower^ 
Devoted fought in evil hour 

The promontory deep ; ' 
Hung o'er the margin of the main. 
Her fix'd and 6arneft eyeballs drain 

The dafliing of the deep. 

** Waves that refound from fhore to ftiorc! 
" Rocks loud rebellowing to the roar 
. ** Of ocean, ftorm, and wind ! 
*' Your elemental war is tame, 
" To that whicli rages in my frame, 
" The battle of the mind !" 

With do>Vricafl: eye and mufing mood, 
A lurid interval ftie ftood 

The viftim of defpair j 
Her arms then toffing to the ikies, 
She pour'd in Nature's ear her cries^ 

*' My God ! my father ! where ?"*— — 



Wild 
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Wild on the fummit of the fteep 
She ruminated long the deep^ 

And felt her freezing blood ; 
Approaching feet (he heard behind, 
Then fwifter th^n the winged wind 

She plungM into the f}ood. 

Her form emerging from the wave 
Both parents faw, but could not fave; 

The ihriek of death arofe ! 
At once (he funk to rife no more ; 
And fadly-founding to the (hore, 

The parted, billows clofe! 
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6 D • E 

WRITTEN IN A VISIT TO THE COUNTRY IK 
AUTUMN. 



♦THIS paft ! no more the Summer blooms ! 

Afcending in the rear. 
Behold congenial Autumn comes. 

The Sabbath of the year ! 
What time thy holy whifpers breathe. 
The penfive evening (hade beneath^ 

And twilight confecrates the floods ; 
While Nature ibrips her garment gay. 
And wears the vefture of decay, 
O let me wander thro' the founding woods | 

Ah! 
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Ah! w^ll-kjiown ftreams ! Ah! wonted groves. 

Still pidured in my mind ! 
Oh! facredfcen%, of youthful loves., 

Whofe image lives behind ! 
While fad I ponder on the paft. 
The joys that muft no longer laft j 

The wild-flower ftrown on Summer's bier. 
The dying mufic of the grove. 
And the laft elegies of love, 
Diflblve the foul, and draw the tender tear ! 

Alas 1 the hofpitable hall. 

Where youth and friendfhip play'd. 
Wide to the winds a ruin'd wall 

Projefts a death-like fliade ! 
The charm is vanifli'd from the vales j 
No voice with virgin-whifper hails 

A ftranger to his native bowers : 
No more Arcadian mountains bloom. 
Nor Eniia valleys breathe perfume, . 
The fancied Eden fades with ^11 its flowers ! 

G 4 Companbns 
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Companions of the youthfiil fcene, 

Endear'd from earlieft days ! 
With whom I fported on the green, 

Or roved the woodland maze ! 
Long-exiled from your lutive clime. 
Or by the thunder-ftroke of Time 

Snatched to the ihadows of Defpair i 
I hear your voices in the wind. 
Your forms in every walk I find, 
I ftretch my arms : ye vaniih into air ! 

My fteps, when innocent and young, 

Thefe fairy paths purfued ; 
And, wandering o*er the wild, I fung 

My fancies to the wood. 
I mourn'd the linnet-lQver*s fate. 
Or turtle from her murdered mate. 

Condemned the widow'd hours to wail : 
Or while the mournful vifion rofe, 
1 fought to weep for imaged woes. 
Nor real life believed a tragic tale ! 

Alas! 
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Alas ! misfortune's cloud unkind^ 

May Summer foon 6'ercaft ; 
And cruel Fatc'« untimely wihd 

AIL human beauty blaft ! 
The wrath- of Nature fmitds our bowers. 
And promifed fruits, and cherifh'd flowers. 

The hopes of life in embrio fweeps ; 
pale o'er the ruins of his prime. 
And defolate before his time. 
In filence fad the mourner walks and weeps ! 

Relentlefs power ! whofe £sited (troke 

0*er wretched man prevails ! 
Ha ! love's eternal chain is broke. 

And friendfhip's covenant hiU ! 
Upbraiding forms ! a moment's eafe-— 
O Memory ! how ihall I appeafe 

The bleeding fliade, {he unlaid ghoft? 
What charm can bind the guihi^g eye f 
What voice confole tb' inceffiuit figh, 
And everlafting longings for the loft? 

Yet 
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Yet not unwekome waves the wood^ 

That hides me in its gloom. 
While loft in melanchcJy mood 

I mufe upon the tomb. 
Their chequered leaves the branches (bed ; 
Whirling in eddies o^er my head. 

They fiidly figh, that Winter's near : 
The warning voice I hear behind. 
That Ihakes the wood without a wind. 
And folemn founds the death-bell of the year* 

Nor will I court Lethean ftreams. 

The forrowing fenfe to ileep ; 
Nor drink oblivion of the themes 

On which I love to weep. 
Bebted oft by fabled rill. 
While nightly o'er the hallowed hilt 

Aerial muflc (eems to mourn ; 
ni liften Autumn's clofmg drain ; 
Then woo the walks of youth again. 
And pour my forrows o'er th' untimely urn I 
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HYMN 1. 

THE PRAYER OF JACOB. 



rf^ GOD of Abraham! by whofe hand 

\ Thy people ftill are fed j 
Who, thro* this weary pilgrimage, 
. Haft all our fathers led ! ' 

' Our vows, our prayers, we now prefent 
Before thy throne of grace j 
God of our Fathers be the God 
Of their fucceeding race! 

Tliro* each perplexing path of life 

Our wandering footfteps guide. 
Give us by day our daily bread. 

And raiment fit provide ! 

O fpread ^ 
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O fpread thy covering wings aroundy 

Till all our wanderings ceafe. 
And at our Fathers loved abode 
Our feet arrive in peace ! 

Now with the humble vcnce of prayef 

Thy mercy we implore } 
Then with the grateful voice of praife 

Thy goodnefs we'll adore I 
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THE COMPLAINT OF NATURE, 



T7 E W are thy days and full of woe, 

O man of woman bom ! 
Thy doom is written, duft thou art. 
And (halt to duft return. 

Determined are the days that fly 

Succeflive o*er thy head ; 
The numbered hour is on the wing, 

That lays thee with the dead, 

Alas ! the little day of life 

Is fhorter than a fpan ; 
Yet black with thoufand hidden ills 

To mif<^able man. l 

2 Gay 
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Gay is tfa j momingy flancring Hope 

Tby fprightly ftq> attends ; 
But Ibcm die tempeft howls bdiind. 

And the dark night dcfcends. 

Before its fplendid hoar the cloud 
Comes o'er the beam erf* light} 

A POgrim in a weary land, 
Man tarries but a night. 

Behold ! lad emblem of thy ftate. 
The flowers that paint the field ; 

Or trees, that crown the momitain's brow. 
And boughs and Uoflbms yield. 

When chill the blaft of Winter blows. 

Away the Summer flies, 
The flowers refign their funny robes, 

And all their beauty dies. 
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Nipt Sy the year the foreil fades ; 

And fhaking to the wind, 
The leaves tofs to and fira, and (Ireak 

The wildernefs behind*. 

iThe Winter paft, reviving flowers 

Anew fhaU paint the plain, 
The woods (hall hear the vcdce of Springs 

And flouriOi green again^ 

JBut man departs this earthly fcene. 

Ah ! never to return ! 
IbTo fecond Spring fhall e*er revivt 

The aflies of the urn. 

Th* inexorable doors of death 

What hand can e'er unfold ? 
Who from the cearments of the tomb 

Can raife the human mold ? 

H The 
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The mighty flood that rolls aloi^ 

lu torrents to the main. 
The Ivaters loft can ne'er recall 
From that abyis again. 

The days, the years, the ages, dark 

Defcending down to night. 
Can never, never be redeemed 

Back to the gates of light. 

So Man departs the living fcene. 
To Night's perpetual gloom ; ^ 

The voice of Morning ne'er fliall break 
The numbers of the tomb. 

Where ate our Fathers ? Whither gone • 

The mighty men of old ? 
. " The Patriarchs, Prophets, Princes, Kifigs, 
^' In facred books inroU'd* 

" Gone 
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" Gont to the refting-pjace of man, 

" The everlafting home, 
** Where ages pad have gone before^ 

*' Where ^ture ages come.** 

Thus Nature pour'd the wail of woe. 

And urged her earned cry j 
tter voice in agony extreme 

Afcended to the (ky. 

Th' Almighty heard : Then from his thronef 

In majefty he rofe ; 
Arid from the Heaven, that opened wide^ 

His voice in mercy flows. 

" When mortal man refigns his breath, 

" And falls a clod of clay, 
" The foul immortal wings its flight, 

" To never-fetting day. 

H 2. " Prepared 
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** Prepared of old for wicked men 
*^ The bed of torment lic8; 

^ The juft (haU enter into bliff 
^ Immortal in the flues/' 
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J TRUST IN PROVIDENCE. 



A LMIGHTY Father of mankind. 
On Thee my hopes remain j 
And when the day of trouble comes, 
I fhall not truft in vain. 

Thou art our kind Preferver, from 

The cradle to the tomb ; 
And I was cad upon thy care. 

Even from my mother's womb. 

In early years thou waft my guide, ' 

And of my yputh the friend j 
And as my days began with Thee, 

With Thee my days fhall end. 

H 3 I know 
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I know the Power in whom I tnift, 

I'he arm c which I lean ; 
He will my SaTiour ever be. 

Who has my Saviour been* 

In former times, when trouble came. 

Thou didfl not (land afar ; 
Nor didft thou prove an abfent friend 

Amid the din df war. 

My God, who eaufedft me to hope. 

When life began to beat. 
And when a ftranger in the world, 

Didft guide my wandering feet ; 

Thou wilt not caft me off, when age 

And evil days defcend ; 
Thou wilt not leave me in defpair, 

Tq mourn my latter end. 

Therefor? 
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Therefore in lifi? I'll truft to Thee, 

In death I will adore ; 
/Hid after death 'will fing thy praife. 

When time fhall be no more. 
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HYMN IV, 

HEAVENLY WISDOM. 



/^^ Happy is the man who hears 
Inftru£tion*s warning voice. 
And who celeftial Wifdom m^ke^ 
His early, only choice. 

For (he has treafures greater far 
Than Eaft or Weft unfold, 

And her reward is more fecurc 
Thsin is the gain of gold. 

Jn her right hand Ihe holds to view 
A length of happy years; 

And in her left, the prize of Fame 
And Honour bright appears. 
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She guides the young, with innocence. 

In Pleafure's path to tread^ 
A crown of glt)ry fl|e beftows 

Upon the hoary head, 

According as her labours rife. 

So her rewards increafe, 
per ways are ways of pleafantnefs, 

And all her paths are peace. 
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¥> EHOLD ! the mountain of the Lor^ 

In latter days fhall rife. 

Above, the mountains and the hills^ 

And draw the wondering eyes. 

To this the joyful nations round 
All tribes and tongues fhall flow^ 

Up to the Hill of God theyll fay» 
And to his houfe we'll go. 

The beam that fliines on Zion hitt 

Shall lighten every land ; 
The King who reigns in Zion towerk 

Shall all the world command. 
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No ftrife fhall vex Mefliah's reign, 

Or mar the peaceful years. 
To ploughfliarcs foon they bq^t their fwords. 

To pruning-hooks their fpears. 

No longer hofts encountering hofts. 

Their millions flain deplore ; 
They hang the trumpet in the hall. 

And ftudy war no more. 

Come then — O come from every land. 

To worfliip at his fhrine ; 
And, walking in the light of God, 

With holy beauties fhine* 
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TOEHOLD! th' Ambaflador divine, 

Defcending from above. 
To publiih to mankind the law 
Of everlafting love [ 

On him in rich effufion pour'd 
The heavenly dew defcends ; 

And truth divine he fliall reveal. 
To earth's remoteft ends. 

No trumpet-found, at his approach. 
Shall flrike the wondering ears ; 

But ftill and gentle breathe the voice 
In which the God appears. 
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Hj his kind hand the (hakefi reed 

Shall raife its falling franle ; 
The dying embers fliall revive, 

And kindle to a flame- 

The onward progreft of his ?eal 

Shall never know decline, 

« 

Till foreign lands and|^ant ifles 
Receive the law divinet 

He who fpread forth the arch of Heaven^ 

, And bade the planets roll, 
Who laid the bafis of the earth, 
And formM the human £bul« 

Thus faith the Lord, " Thee have I fent, 

" A Prophet from the Iky, 
" Wide o'er the nations to proclaim 

" The meflage from on high. 

" Before 
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^< Before thy face the fliades of deatfa 
^' Shall take to fudden flight, 

^^ The people who in darknefs dweU 
^* Shall hail a glorious light ; 

** The gates of brafs fliall 'fonder burft^ 
" The iron fetters fall ; 
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The promis'djuUlee of Heaven 
" Appointed rife o*er all. 

And lo ! prefaging thy approach, 
^^ The Heathen temples (hake, 
And trembling in forfaken fanes^ 
^^ The fabled idols quake« 



*' I am Jehovah i I am One : 
" My name fliall now be knowti j 

" No Idol fliall ufurp my praife,' 
" Nor mount intp my throne/^ 

9 ' Lo, 
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Lo, former fcenes, predi&ed onc^, 

Confpicuous rife to view ; 
And future fcenes, predi&ed now^ 

Shall be ^ccompliih'd too* 

Now fing a new long to the Lbrd! 

Let earth his praife refound ; 
iTe who upon the ocean dwells 

And fill the ifles around^ 

O city of the Lord ! begin 

The uhiverfal fong ; 

And let the fcattered villages 

> 
The joyful notes prolong. 

Let Kedar's wildemefs afar 

Lift up the lonely voice ; 
And let the tenants of the rock 

With accent rude rejoice. 

O from 
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O from the ftreams of diftant lands 

Unto Jehovah fing ! 
And joyful from the mountain tops 

Shout to the Lord the King ! 

Let all combined with one accord 

Jehovah's glories raife. 
Till in remoteft bounds of earth 

The nations Jound his praife* 
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liJ'ESSIAH! at thy glad approach 

The howling wilds are ftill ; 
*rhy praifes fill the lonely waftej 
And breathe from every hill. 

The hidden fountains, at thy call^ 

Their facred ftorcs unlock ; 
Loud in the defert fudden ftreams 

Burft living from the rock. 

The incenfe of the Spring afcends 

Upon the morning gale ; 
Red o'er the hill the rofes bloom 

The lilies in the vale. 

I Renfew'd, 
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Renew'd^ the earth a robe of lights 

A robe of beauty wears ; 
And in new heavens a brighter Sun 

Leads on the promifed years. 

llie kingdom of Mei&ah come. 
Appointed times difclofe ; 

And fairer in Emmanuel's land 
The new Creation glows. 

tet Ifrael to the Prince of Peace 
The loud Hofannah fing ! 

With Hallelujahs and with hymns, 
OZion, hail thy King! 
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XXTHEN Jefus, by the Virgin brought. 

So runs the law of Heaven, 
Was offered holy to the Lord, 
And at the altar given ; 

Simeon the Juft and the Devout, 

Who frequent in the fane 
Had for the Saviour wailed long. 

Bat waited ftill in vain ; 

Came Heaven-direfted at the hour 

When Mary held her fon j 
He ftretched forth his aged arms. 

While tears of gladnefs run : 

I 2 With 
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With holy joy upon his face 
The good old father fmiled, 

Whil^ fondly in tiis wither'd ann^^ 
He clafp'd the promis'd child. 

And then he lifted up to Heaven 

An earnefl; alking eye ; 
My joy is full, my hour is come, 

Lord let thy fervant die. 

At lad: my arms embrace my Lord^ 
Now let their vigour ceafe j 

At laft my eyes my Saviour fee. 
Now let them clofe in p^ace 1 

The ftar ?ind glory of the land 
Hath now begun to fliine i 

The morning that ihall gild the globe 
freaks on thefe eyes of mine ! 
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XT TI|ERE high the heavenly temple Hands 
The houfe of God not made with hands^ 
A great High Prieft our Nature wears. 
The Patron of mankind appears. 

He who for men in mercy ftood. 
And pour'd on earth his precious bloo^ 
Purfues in Heaven his plan of Grace, 
The Guardian God of human race. 

Tho' now afcended up on high. 
He bends on earth a brother^s eye, 
^Partaker of the human name, 
fie knows the frailty of our frame. 

9 Our 
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Our fellow-fuflFerer yet retains 
A fellow-feeling of our pains ; 
And ftill remembers in the ikies 
His tears, and agonies, and cries* 

In every pang that rends the heart. 
The Man of Sorrows had a part j 
He fympathifes in our grief. 
And to the fufferer fends relief* 

With boldnefs, therefore, at the throne 
Let us make all our forrows known. 
And aik the aids of heavenly power,^ 
To help us in the evil hour, 

THE END, 



